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part of the city daring the night with their manifesto,
announcing that the hour had arrived; an attempt, par-
tially successful, had been made to blow up the barracks of
the Zouaves ; and the Cardinal Secretary was in possession
of information that an insurrection was immediate, and
that the city would be fired in four different quarters.

The Pope had escaped from the Vatican to the Castle of
St. Angelo, where he was secure, and where his courage
could be sustained by the presence of the Noble Guard with
their swords always drawn. The six score of Monsignori,
who in their different offices form, what is styled, the Court
of Borne, had either accompanied his Holiness, or pru-
dently secreted themselves in the strongest palaces and
convents at their command. Later in the day, news arrived
of the escape of Garibaldi from Caprera; he was said to be
marching on the city, and only five and twenty miles dis-
tant. There appeared another proclamation from the
Revolutionary Committee, mysteriously posted under the
very noses of the guards and police, postponing the insur-
rection till the arrival of the Liberator.

The Papal cause seemed hopeless. There was a general
feeling throughout the city and all classes, that this time it
was to be an affair of Alaric or Genseric, or the Constable
of Bourbon; no negotiations, no compromises, no conven-
tions, but slaughter, havoc, a great judicial devastation, that
was to extirpate all signs and memories of Mediaeval and
Semitic Home, and restore and renovate the inheritance of
the true offspring of the she-wolf. The very aspect of the
place itself was sinister. Whether it were the dulness of
the dark sky, or the frown of MADEE NATURA herself, but
the old Seven Hills seemed to look askance. The haughty
Capitol, impatient of its chapels, sighed once more for
triumphs ; and the proud Palatine, remembering the Caesars,
glanced with imperial contempt on the palaces of the Pa-,
pal princelings that, in the course of ignominious ages, had